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frighted Land; 
Tho ce haf f EAC te tt, 
And my proud Oxen graze on ey ry Hill; 
Yet my fond Heart is fill d with deepeſt Cares, 
For e loves, Utd whille he derer deſpalts. 
AIX. 


ho 


| When Beauties does my Nymph difoloſ oy 
Les fair the filver Lilly blos: 


1 dy 
& » * 


Such Bluſhes glow not on the Roſe, 


By moſſy Grat with Ivy, houng, 


I riſe, and tune the ttembling Strings, 


Ia 4 ix 2d of heay'nly Mien; 


As on the Checks of Phillis, 
The other Day, upon the Green, 


1 


1 ran to greet the prian Queen, 
But found it was my Phillis, | 


I fit, "and murmur Philks : 


1 


And Daiſies dapple « o'er the Ground, _ 


And when the Lark with dewy Wiege. 


To hail the Morn exulting ſprings, 


To praiſc my d deareſt Pbillis, 


1234 4 


When firſt, I ſaw the lovely Maid, YL] gon: 


I gaz'd, in-raptur'd and diſmay d; 


My faltring Tenge was quite afraid | 


To tell my Pang to Phillis: - 


1 


Then Cupid aim d his ſharpeſt Dart; rr 


At once I felt the pleaſing Smart, 
That very Hour I loſt my Heart; 
nh N it dwells with Phillis. 


[Bois 
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Darn, | 


” SE ue 2 


Recit. What, Rill in Tears ? nee Fear away 
Tomorrow, Phillis, is the Firſt of Moy; n 
Then, as the Cuſtom of the Place demands, 
Each vent'ring Shepherd in due Order ſtands, ' 
And from the Urn draws forthihis future Wife; 


Phillis no more ſhall lead a maiden Life. 
we 


«ris, 


A 


228 "Pu1il 16 5 
Ah h Daphne Daphne ! 8 
Thyrfis is he whom I alone can prize : | 8 
Shou'd any other draw my hapleſs Name, 
'| Wnmung Ie 


"Wii io x; ee 
Talk not ſo wild; hate et his Face may . 
Or this, or that, tis all alike to me: ring” 
Or grant, One chiefly ſtruck my am'rous Eye; 
Far Phillis, I for none would die. 


| PUBIII II. 
Ah! where will gentle Love a Shelter find, 
If he farſake the Breaſt of Womankind ? 


AIX. 


r "RAD RET DIY "ROY 


OTE) 


No mote bur ipritely Nymphs'I mer, 


| Bur ſeek' the lanely Grovez ; 

There, ſighing to myſelf, 2 { 
. "Some tender Tale of Love. | Bun 

8 

N Deem not my Words too free, 

Nun "my 
| You muſt have loyd like me. [Exit. 
SCENE 
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Darnns 


Unhappy Girl! I know the 
4 age Hl leer gesi- 


My faithleſs Traitor from my Paſſion fled, 

And left me weeping in a lonely Bed. 3 
Henceſorth my Arts I'll on their Sex employ, - 
Their Vos my Laughter, and their Pangs my Joy 


. 1 
| My Piet ld all Mankind in my Ching 
eee 

Tu plagye.apd perplex wem; 1 
wer then Gen nn . 


— BGy * 
Tbey knelt and they trembled, 


=. 


I ſmil'd and diſſembled. 
of Since Men try all Arts our weak Sex to betray, 
le eee 


Then 


1 1 * 


Ten Hear me, NN and my Cound believe; 
Reſiſt all thei e eee 
Their Canting and Whining, 
"Their Sighing and gaz. 3 
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no longer b 
Nor Terror diſturb R 
X 6139 | 
. 0 Ci Fields golden Hary 
her Flowrets incr 
2 — kdl on che Vine wY 
Theſe, jitheſe are the — "11 vi 
LU Icio Dil us long * . 
The Shepherd ſecurely now 1 3 Glade, 
Or. 1. errily pipes in the Vale: & V1 £7 anni 
The wth. in foft Numbers attempts. "his coy Maid : 
The Virgins dance blithe in the Dale. 
notk T The 


3 And wum, and buxom as a Suminer's Day, 


Fol 


TheFlow'rs,with gayColours,embroider theGround, 
Unpreſs'd by an Enemy's Feet; 

The Bleatings of Sheep from the Hillocks reſound, 

And the Birds their trim Sonnets repeat, 


4.4 4 1 - 


— — — — a * 2 


SCENE v. To bim Thytfis. 


: THYRS18. 
- hav. Thrice happy Colin you che whole Day loi 
Teach ev'ry Hill to catch your jocund Song: 
So the blithe throſtle carols thro' the Grove, 
His Breaſt uawounded by the Thorns of Love. 
CoLllin. 
True, Thyrfis, true; 1 ne'er could figh and pine, 
And call a proud denying Fair divine: 
Each Nymph, I ſee, has got ſome Charm to ſtrike, 
And thoſe who yield the ſooneſt, beſt I like. 
-TRERSIA 
As verdant Fields the blaſted Heath furpaſs, 
As gen'rous Corn exceeds the meaner Graſs, 
As Palms are nobler than the Shrubs they ſhade, _ 
So Phillis triumphs o'er each other Maid. 
+ +; OH 226 
I like young Doris in her ruſſet Gown, 
Ripe as the Pear, and as the Berry brown : 
Her ruddy Checks the Chetry's Hue diſplay, 


B THYRSIS 


ae l 
ö Tuays1s. 5 4 
Ten is the Period of my Fate, e | 
My Hopes, my Fears do on To-morrow wait; 
Then Fortune gives me Phillis for a Wife, | 
Or ends my ev'ry Suff ring with my Life. 
5 C-04.1-M 
Ye Lovers much profeſs, and yet I'm told, 
Ye ſeldom long the ſame Opinion hold : 
You knew young Strepbon, he who on the Ring — — 
15 e Thyrfis, Tl che Story fing. 
. 
To dear ND Pre young Strephon had long 
Declar'd his fix d Paſſion, and dy'd for in Song; 
He went one May-Morning to meet in the Grove, 
By her own dear Appointment this Goddeſs of Love; 
Mean-while in his Mind all her Charms he ran o'er, 
And doted on each; can 4 Lover do more? 


He waited, and waited, then changing his Strain, 
Twas Fury, and Rage, and Deſpair, and Diſdain : 
The Sun was commanded to hide his dull Light, 


And the rug courſe of Nature was alter'd down- 
right. 


Tas his hapleſs Fortune to die and adore, 
But never to change; can @ Lover do more? 


_ Cleora, it hap'd, was by Accident there; 1 
3 no Lilly fo fair, 


9 4 N - * £ 
| 4 4. 


( 17 ] 

He preſs'd her white Hand, next her Lips he eſſuy d, 
Nor would ſhe deny him, ſo civil the Maid 

Her kindly Compliance his Peace did reſtore; 

And dear Amaryllis was thought of no more. 


$. CEN. B VL 
THYRSIS. 
; Recit. 3 State of theſe offending Plains 
For Guilt long ſince the Puniſhm ent remains: 
Not free to chooſe, our youngeſt Virgins ſtand 
The Sport of Chance, for ſuch is Pan's Command. 
O Fortune! to my Pangs propitious prove, | 
And crown with * en conſtant nn 


* 


SCENE VII. 


PHItLLis | 
* AIR. ME 
Ye Nymphs of the Plain who once ſaw me fo =» 
You ask why in Sorrow I ſpend the whole Day : 
'Tis Love, cruel Love, that my Peace did betray : 
Then crown your poor Phils with Willow. 
The Bloom whichoncegrac'd, has deſertedthisCheek; 
My eyes no more ſparkle, myTongue nn 
My Heart too ſo flutters I fear it will break: [ 


Then crown your * Pbillis with Willow. 
"is i "I 
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ve Lovers o true, . 

Ah! n 
Then ſtrew all the Place round with Willow. 

Erect me a Tomb, and engrave on its Side, 

10 Here lies a poor Maiden, whoſe Love was deny'd ; 


“ She ſtrove to endure it, but could not, and dy d:“ 


A 


8 i : * 


5 =" 


>} 
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p EN E VIII. To ber m 
T'sxYBSLO 11 

' Recit, O lovely Maiden, 1 

Thani the gay Fires that gd the Gloom ef Nighe; 


Here at your Feet let me tranſported own, 
How much I Phillis love, and her alone. 


DUST... 

PFuynco1s 

When Fairies dance round on the Graſs, 

And revel to Night's awful Noon; 
O ſay, will you meet me, ſweet-Laſs, 

A 

ys "PmILL1% '/ 

My Paſſion T ſeek not to ſcreen; 

1 Then can I refuſe you your Boon? 

$ - Ill meet you at Twelve on the Green, 


 All' by the clear Light of the Mon. 4 


ö 


ED | 
The Nightingale percl/& on a Thorn, : 4 
- Then charms all the Plains with her Tunes | 


And glad of the Abſence of Morn, 
"nw the pale Light of the Moon. 


| THYRSIS. 
How ſweet is the Jeſſamin Gro ! = 
And ſweet are the Roſes of June; = 
But Qvcoter's the Language of LO 
Breath'd forth by the Light of the Moon. 


Too flow rolls the Chariot of Day, 

Unwilling to, grant me my Boon: 
Away, envious Sun-ſhine, away, : 
Give place ta the Light of the Moon, 


PAY. 
But fay; will you never deceive 
The Laſs whom you conquer d too ſoon? 
And leave a loft Maiden to grieve 
Alone, by the Light of che Moon. 


13 
. 


« F 


. THY ASL. 
The Planets ſhall ſtart ftom their Spheres, 
. Ere I prove ſo fickle a Loon; 
Believe me, I'll baniſh thy Fears. - 
Dear Maid, by the Light of the Moon. 


Bo r u. 


14 - 
- 4 
A 2 J 
— 
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1 x4 ] 
| BOT R. A the 
eee Shepherds ſhall view, 
To us they their Pipes ſhall attune ; K. 
While we our ſoft Pleaſures renew, _ 
Each Night by the Light of the Moon. [Exeunt. 


PART 1 — SCENE L K 


baun, Devi 


4 « 


5 DonrvLas. 

Recit. SWEET Nymph, this Token of wLoy 
receive. | 
Tho' mean's the Prefine that a Swain can give ;\ 
Yet ſhould a Smile the trifl ing Gift repay, 

My Heart will dance with Pleaſure all the Daya? 

{600} 00) Dan . nen 

L take the Crook in Earneſt of your Loe, 
At Eight, preciſely,” in the Cheſnut Grove; 


To Faunus' Spring, good Dorylas, repair, 1} 


"Tis very likely — my warm Bluſhes ſpare, 
. 


Dok v IAS. | 4 
Thrice happy Dorylas ! kind Maid; aden nk 
At 1038 preciſely, PI my Suit renew. [ Exit. 


0 0 . SCENE 


„ tl 


1 


e 2.$... 
Dar nnr. 


Fare wel, deluded Swain, if Smiles can 
Such pretty Preſents, I'll ne er frown again. 


A1 R. 


As ſoon hope for Peace twixt the Hawk and the Dove, 


As to find it with Woman and Man; 

Or prompted by Hate, or incited by Love, 

They both will deceive when they can. | 

The Shepherd, forgetful of Oaths and of Vows, _ 
Will run to a Face that's more new; 

And often the Women, or Maiden or Spouſe, 


1 
= 


The very ſame Method purſue. 
The Youth to obtain the dear Nymph be admires, 
By Falſhood expreſſes his Flame: 


To gain the lov'd Boy who her Boſom en 
Does not Cle exactly the fame? | 

- How juſt's the Diviſion ? Man's born to perſuade; 
We liſten, and think him fincere: 

But then, has not Nature been kind to the Maid ? 

She gave her the Smile and the Tear. 


Int af 


« 
pm > — ̃— ͤc̃ m . ee eee 
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WF + 16] 
Intrepid as Heroes, Men ſnatch at their Joy, 
And force us by Storm to comply: 
. 
Conſent when we feebly deny. 

Like Armies drawn out into martial Array, 
And if for the Men goes he hy, 

To-morrow the Triumph is ours. 


Nerrit. But ſee, young Colin caſts this way his Look, 
Perhaps he means to bring unother Crook. 
Fain would I force him to receive my Yoke, 
And own that Cupid's Laws are mote than Joke. 
SCENE HI. Tober Colin. 
5 Colin. 
Sweet Lady, tell me: Did you ſee this way | 
Two milk-white Lambs with roſy Collars any? 


1 Dar un. 
No, PR Youth : But pr'ythee tell me, % 


a" _-* K+ Lc 4+.2 


* 


Vou greet a Village Maid in Terms ſo high? 
I am no * courteous Swain, not J. | 


CoLlN 

bince - you my loy'd Companions have not ſeen, » © - 
Perhaps they've wander'd to yon diſtant Green : 

2 — 


DAPHNE, 


171 
Darn. [Afde.] 
Stay, Shepherd, ſtay Was ever ſuch a ſtupid Swain g 
He ſeems to eye me with a cold Diſdain. 
W 


Cori. 


me 
"AE 


DAPHNE. 


Has the Arrow of Cupid ne'er lodg'd i in your Breaſt? 
Have you wept for whole Months, nor been able to reſt, 
Till the Fair One took pity, and bid you be bleſs'd? 


Speak boldly the Truth, my good Shepherd. 


Colin. 

No, that I can't brag of; Wel the Day long 
Some Miſtreſs or other has place in my Song ; 

My Paſſion's not laſting, but tis very ſtrong. 

re 


- DAPHNE, 
1 doubt you're a Rover; if ſo, a young Maid 
May fear to be with you, within this thick Shade, 


Cori. 
Such Beautics as yours need be never afraid. 


— 
i DAPHNE. 


(18] 
[Da nnmnec 5 

| buppoſe a young ShepherdeGs, 8 
An Air too like mine, and a pair of ſuch Eyes, 

Speak boldly the Truth, my good Shepherd. 

Th 

Plain-Dealing's a Jewel, you very well know ; 
And therefore permit me to own ere I go, 
Such a Miſtreſs as you, is at beſt, but ſo ſo, 

I ſpeak the plain Truth, my good . 

C01 IN. 

Fare wel, gentle Maiden. 

Dar nnr. 
Parewel, thou dull Swain, 

Go ſeek thy Companions that brouze on the Plain, 


BOT Ru. 
And I care not if e er I behold thee again. 


I 1 the plain Truth. Ge. [Exeune ſcueraly. 


* —— | 
SCENE . Dir, Stats Pan, near 
which is placed an Urn. Many ds are di 
covered who have drawn, fot * wi the 


men who have fallen to their Lot. 


THryR6s1s and PHILLIS. 
THyYRSISs. 


Recit. Arcadian Pan ! whoſe happy Influence 
yields 


Health to our Flocks, — 


If ere the Thoughts of Syrinx warm' d your Soul, 
Or when to kinder Dryope you ſtole, 
| Suſpem# your Raye; affiſt my amorous Pray'r, 
And to her Thy, fs give the matchleſs Fair. | 
[ Advances to draw, 


. 
unn 

Goddeſs of the dimp'ling Smile, 

Quit, ah! quit thy fav'rite Ile, 

Crown'd with Myrtle Wreath, advance; 

From the Hand of giddy Chance 

Snatch the Pow'r to make me bleſi d, 
Be it thine to caſe my Breaſt. 

In her N Ce the fin Grad I behold, 
Her Cygnets in Trappings of Purple and Gold ; 
Diſplaying their Pinions I fee the young Loves, 
AU brighter than Sun-ſhine, all ſoft as her Doves. 

With Raptures, O Vemu, I bow at thy Shrine: 

She 7 me ſoftly, Young my ann. 
e 
Recit. O happy Thyrfs ! let the Hills around, 

And every Valley, catch the pleaſing Sound: 

Waſt it, ye Breezes, to the Cyprian Shore; 

Ani js bias. and asks of Fate no more. 

n Phillis. 


„ 


/ 


1 20]. 


6 T * 
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SCENEV, d LAST. 
To them Colin and Daphne. 


Py 1 
You come, my Daphne, in an happy Hour; 
Each Cloud's diſpell'd, and Tempeſts ceaſe to lour. 
' DaPynne. | 
Joy to my dear, but unexperienc'd Friend 
— ͤ Gave taraaeetang 
CoL1n. 
Joy to my Tyr / and to thee, my Fair! 
The Yoke is laſting that you're doom'd to wear. 
May Love and Hymen never be at odds! 
For both are young, and wond'rous teſty Gods. 
 TuyRs1s. 
- Haſte to the Urn, pn 4 
Corin. 
1 hombly thank you, but indeed, not I; 
This kind of Lott'ry does not hit my Taſte; 
A Wife is no ſuch mighty Prize, at laſt. 
AIR. 
How giddy is Youth ! yet above all Advice: 
Tou counſel, and counſel in vain: "7 
 I'vetry'd what is Wedlock, and like it fo well - 
That Pl never be marry'd again. 


The 


1 
The Spouſe that I pitch'd on was comely and young, 
And ſweet as the Flow'rs of the Plain: 
She was wile, a they tall perhaps is eight be 
But I'll never be marry'd again, 


I faw the poor Creature laid deep in the-Grave ; 

My Tears they came pouring like Rain: [ceed, 
But as Sun-ſhine, you know, n 
I quickly recover'd again. 


Like the Caſtles of Fairies, it ſeems to the Sight; 
And Fancy indulges the Rein: 

But alas! when you try it, tis all a mere Cheat, 
And the fame dull Tale over again. 


DAPHNE. 11 
| Revit. Once more, well met, polite ated. 
What Maid but wult adors thy oothing Stain! , 
| DUE T. uit ton rms L 
O Gay! muſt I ſigh and pine, my Love? 
O ſay, muſt I ſigh, and pine ? = 
You're cruel, I ſwear, 
As a Tiger, or Bear, 
If you don't to my Wiſh incline, my Love; 


If you don't to my Wiſh incline. 
cer 25a 07 51 
So much I delight in thee, my Dear; 
So much I delight in thee; © oy” 


bv» - 


* — — —  —  —_— — n | 7E 7 2 ” F 
ny = L e * EE Ls 4. -— Ka 
ccc * R * 


1 27 


Thou may'ſt fh, pine, and moan, * 1 
Or may ſt let it alone; gg: +62 Y 
'Tis all the fame to me, my Dear; 

"Tis all the ſame to me. 


DAPHNE. . 
But ſay, ſhould I break my Heart, my Love? * 


* it 6; ſhould I break my Heart? 
| Would you not be diſmay d 
To have murder'd'a Maid 
With Cupid's keeneſt Dart, my Love? 
With Cupid's keeneſt Dart, | 1 
„ fin ee ee 
I Would not be much diſmay d, my Dear; 
I ſhould not be much diſmay d: 

If you think that J lye, 

Tou had better go try, 
I am not much afraid, e | 


I am not much afraid. . TRY 
Darn uz. 


Since nothing, I find, will do, 1 | 
Since nothing I find will do; lb 

My Heart I'll break —— _ 

No, I'll live for your ſake; _ 

And I'll Ive to laugh at you, my Love; 

| . 1 
| THyYRSIS :- 

| Recit. Ceaſe all your Jars, while we, my gentle Maid, | 


BY Purſue true Pleaſure in the roſy Shade: | 8 
| * 


1231 | 
But haſten, Swains; your annual Homage pay, ' 
And hail with jolly Sounds the youthful Moy. 
-- TR.” | 
Tu vs. 1 
| Now the Snow-drop lifts her Head ; 
® _. Cowllips riſe from golden Bed, 
Silver Lillies paint the Grove : | 
Welcome May, and welcome Love. 
PHlLL1s. 
Hark! the merry Finches ſing, 1 
Heralds of the blooming Spring; 11 
And the artleſs Tyrtle-dove | | 
Coes at once to May and Love, 
| THnYyns1s. 
Long the clay-cold Maid denies, 
Nor regards her Shepherd's Sighs : 
Now your fond Petitions move, 
May's the Seaſon form'd for Love. 
rt 

While adown the flopy Hill 
Tinkles ſoft the guſhing Rill, 
Balmy Scents perfume the Grove, 
May unbends the Soul to Love, 

Dar HNA. 
Now the Bee, on filv'ry Wings, 
Flow'ry Spoils unweary'd brings ; 


1 The 
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Spoils that Nymphs and Swains approve, 
Soft as Moy, and feet as Love. 


And 
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